There was a glitter of rage in'the little eyes. "Do you think I
tremble at the name of Doria T He was contemptuous. "He'll first
have to take me; and that's a miracle he's not been able to perform in
years."
"Opportunity has never favoured him as now.   You are alone upon
the seas.   Doria's sails may come up over the horizon at any moment/*
The eunuch set a slippered foot on Prospero's flank and cruelly
leaned the whole of his vast weight upon it.   "Wait till they appear.'*
"So I do.   But if you wait until then to show his niece the respect
due to her rank, you'll have waited too long."
Sinan leered. "How should he know that she has been my
prisoner ? And if he does not know that, what shall he have to avenge,
even should that happem which Allah knows I do not fear?"
But from the very question Prospero inferred a certain anxiety in
this man who never took an unnecessary risk of any kind. He laughed,
and sat up, bringing his shoulders against what remained of the main-
mast. "Is there in all that mass of you but wind and tallow? Is
there no brain to that elephant body ? Haven't I said that in the hour
of your need Madonna Giovanna Maria Dori'a could be a hostage in
your hands, provided that meanwhile you give her no cause to complain
of you?"
Sinan kicked him viciously in the ribs.   "May Allah wither thy
malapert tongue.   That hour is not yet."
"But you know not when it may strike."
Sinan kicked" him yet again, muttered an imprecation in Arabic,
and waddled away, leaving him, however, easier in mind, persuaded
that for the present at least Gianna would be safe, if only out of con-
sideration for the use to which he had shown their captor that she might
be put if Sinan should encounter, as well he might, the Genoese
Admiral's fleet.   That this might come to pass was Prospero's present
fervent prayer, despite the dread consequences it must have for him.
When presently the course of the galley was changed, Prospero
conceived that this reflected Sinan's apprehension of his peril in those
waters. Hisar had announced that they were making for the Straits
of Boniface. But now the vessel was headed south, with the shadowy
Sardinian coast that had loomed ahead fading again on their starboard
quarter. The north-westerly wind had veered a point or two north-
wards, and the heave of the sea was rapidly diminishing. The great
brown triangular foresail was hoisted, and the galley ploughed ahead,
whilst, the oars being lashed down, the weary slaves slept like the dead
on their benches.
The morning advanced, the sun rose higjier in a sky now cloudless
and the heat increased. The jovial Hisar paid a visit to the prisoners,
He was accompanied by three of his men and a negro from the Sus,
all but naked, who carried a bucket of water and a wooden platter on
which there were some dates and biscuits. The prisoners' wrists were
unbound, and this lean fare was placed before them. Pleasantly
Hisar informed them that for the present they might consider them-
selves free of the forward half of the deck, and as pleasantly added that
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